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Forgotten 


Author's Notes: 

This is just a random one-shot | wrote a while back in February, which has just been sitting on my computer 
waiting for some sort of recognition! I've also recently split up with my long-time partner, and | guess writing 
is my only way of making things better! So instead of moping around, I'm gonna return to writing! 

| hope people will enjoy this, in all honesty I'm pretty nervous about submitting this, but I've gotta start 
somewhere! 


Enjoy! 3 


He was intoxicated, as per usual, as always. Beer cans were scattered all around the one bedroomed flat, 
letters of broken apologies were ripped, thrown all over the place, but this was slowly turning into Jimmy's life. 
His many guitars hadn't been touched in what looked like weeks, possibly months, the dust beginning to thicken 
as the days went by. The brunette stayed curled up on the dingy couch, his once soft curls beginning to stick 
to his forehead, from where he hadn't bothered showering. Ashtrays were displayed almost everywhere in the 
boxed room, stumped out, unfinished cigarettes beginning to pile up in them; the place was turning into a 
shithole. 

The sound of the front door was what brought Jimmy back to reality, the sound of the knocker going straight 


through his aching skull as he groaned. Just as he was about to sit up, the person knocked again, except, it 
was a little louder this time, almost as if they were getting a little impatient. 

“Alright, alright! I'm coming, jeez!" He shouted out, throwing the burgundy blanket off of himself and standing 
up, running his calloused fingers through his knotted hair before making his way to the front door. His boxer 
shorts hung low on his hips, but at that exact moment, Jimmy didn't exactly care about his appearance, nor 
did he care about the unwanted guest's opinion. 

The knock came again just as the brunette approached the door, the sound once again rattling through his 
head as he was still intoxicated from the night before. He angrily snatched the key off of the small table 
beside him, shoving it through the lock and swinging the door open once he had gotten it unlocked. 

"Is bloody nine in the god darn morning, some of us do indeed like our sleep. What do ya want?" He snapped, 
his eyebrows furrowed as he looked up at the stranger, his facial expression soon changing though as he saw 
the small smile that was plastered across the blonds face. He looked into the males eyes, finding himself 
getting lost in the small blue oceans as he gripped at the door handle a little harder. 

"Sleeping in late now? You were normally up by half eight, when | was here." Robert smiled, his dimples showing 
as he stepped a little closer to the door; a little closer to Jimmy. "I've missed you, y'know." 

As the words escaped past Roberts lips, Jimmy's eyes widened, surprised at the blonds words. Anger slowly 
began to bubble up inside of him, how could he? How could the love of his life leave unexpectedly, and then 
return, unexpectedly? 

‘Missed me?" Jimmy hissed, tears threatening to let loose as he clenched one of his fists, the other tightening 
around the door handle. "You fucking missed me, Robert?! Of course you did, of course you fucking did. What, 
did Maureen not give you what you needed? Did she get sick of your constant bullsh-" 

Before he could even finish his rant, a pair of lips crashed into his, silencing him and eventually calming him 
down. So many emotions swam around his head, he didn't know how to react at first, one hand stayed on the 
door handle; the other shaking furiously at his side. Robert's lips moved slowly against his, but Jimmy's didn't 
move. He couldn't even pull back, the blond's lips were like poison, dangerously inviting, even when Jimmy knew 
they were no good. But, love is a funny thing, and even after all that time, butterflies still formed in the 
brunettes stomach, as if it was their first kiss all over again. Slowly, his lips moved in time with his, and all of 


a sudden, everything was forgotten All the lies, all the arguments and mishaps; forgotten, gone. 


